5 6 The Tragedy of Othello 

To pat him to ill chinking. _ 

Em. Ishenotieslous? 

Def. who he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne 
Drew all fuchhumors from him. Enter Othello. 
Em. Loose 'where he comes. 


Def. I wiil not icauehimnoW, 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to diCfemblc 
How doe you Defdemom f 

Dtf. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth. Giue me your hand,this handis tnoift my Lady. 

Dtf. It yet has felt no age, nor knowne no fortow. 

Oth. This argues fruitfulnefle and liberall heart, 
Hot,hoc,and moy ft,this hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from liberty ' falling and praying, 

Much caftigation,exercife deuout j . 

For here’s a young and fweating dcuill here* 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, 

A franke one. 


Def You may indeed fay fo, . 

For twas that hand ch3t gauc away my heart; 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts ofoldgaue hands, 
But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

‘Def. I cannot fpeake ofthis ; coroeno^ your promife, 
Oth. What promife chnckc? ; 

Def- I hau.eient to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 
0 th. I haue a fait and Cullen rhur.c offends me. 

Lend me thy handkerchiefc. 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which Igaue you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 


Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth. Thats a fault : that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a Charmcr,aind could almoft reade : - 
The thoughts of people jibe told her while (he keptif, 
Twould make her amiable,and lubdue my father 
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the (S\Toore of Venice, 

Intirely to her loue : But if ihe loft it, 

Or made a gift of it ; my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and hisTpirits ftiould hunt 
After new fancies ; She dying, gaue it me, 

Andbid me,when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed ©n’t,. 

Make it a dar!ing,like your pretious eye, 

T o loofe,or giue’e away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. • - 
Dcf. I’ft poflible ? 

Oth. Tistrue.thei’smagickeinthewebofic, 
ASybcllthathad numbred in the world, 

The Sun to courfe two hundred companies, 

I n her prophetique fury,f©wed the worke : 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the /like, 

And it was died in Mummy , which the skilful! 

Concerue of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed, i'ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable,thereforelooketo’twell. 

Def Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 
Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeakefo ftartingly and rafli ? 
Oth. I*ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 
Def Blcflevs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def it is not ioft,but what and ifiewere ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fctch’tjlet mefeeit, 

Def why fo I can fir,but I will not now. 

This is a tricke,to put me from my faitc, 

I pray let Cafsio be receiu’d againc. 

OrA. Fetch me that bandkerchiefe,my mind mifgines. 

Dtf A man, that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue, 

Sh(»r ddangcrs with you; 

Ha 
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